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Alcoholic 

Kittbts 

Anonymous 

We  usually  as- 
sociate cats  with  regal  grace 
and  feline  charm,  but  Wenmao,  my 
loudest  lour-legged  hall  of  fur  and  fur  balls,  is  more 
like  an  alcoholic  hobo  than  a charismatic  queen.  We  met  by 
fate,  on  a rainy  day  in  a lone  street  in  my  hometown  Suzhou,  China.  I was 
about  seven  then,  and  I was  running  at  full  speed  after  having  snitched  a delectable  tea 
egg  from  the  street  vendor,  when  all  of  a sudden  this  hairy  orange  sphere  shot  in  front  of  me  and 
we  collided  violently  on  the  muddy  cobblestone  road.  The  force  of  the  attraction  was  so  great  that  it 
took  me  a good  two  minutes  to  untangle  myself  from  that— thing,  which  on  closer  inspection  hap- 
pened to  be  quite  a fat  cat  covered  in  mud.  It  shot  up,  prickled  its  fur,  hissed  at  me  so  viciously  as 
if  it  had  just  given  me  my  death  warrant,  and  scampered  away,  fur  still  upright  in  wrath.  I shrugged 
my  shoulders,  wiped  some  mud  from  my  clothes,  and  headed  home  eating  the  swiped  tea  egg,  not 
giving  any  thought  to  that  hideous  feline  encounter. 

Ibat  is,  until  I opened  the  gate  to  my  house  and  found  it  sitting  in  the  middle  of  the  inner 
courtyard,  licking  its  fur  clean  with  the  most  singular  expression  on  its  face: 

I’m  going  to  get  you  for  as  long  as  I live.  “MIAO!” 

Of  course  at  this  time  my  aunt  stepped  graciously  in  between  the  two  dueling  forces  and  de- 
manded a truce.  With  much  pains  I learned  that  this  furry  orange  sphere  of  menace  was  actually  a 
member  of  our  extended  family,  that  it  was  female,  and  that  her  name  was  Wenmao,  roughly  trans- 
lated as,  %A&*  CAT!  My  aunt  delicately  explained  that  although  Wenmao  has  PMS  24/7/365, 
she  is  quite  an  adorable,  intelligent,  and  useful  critter  in  the  house,  so  I better  get  well  acquainted  with 
my  dear  Wenmao.  My  aunt  even  held  Wenmao  up  to  my  face  and  extended  the  creature’s  paw  as  a 
gesture  of  friendship,  but  when  I tried  to  shake  Wenmao’s  paws,  that  cat  screeched  and  squirmed  and 
slashed  mv  palm.  Uh-huh.  Adorable  critter  she  was. 

Wenmao  and  I kept  our  distance  for  the  first  three  weeks.  Every  now  and  then  she’d  decide  to  pull 
an  I’m  watching  and  waiting  for  the  perfect  time  to  kill  you’  and  I’d  wake  up  staring  into  a pair  of 
brilliant  amber,  almond-shaped  eyes  with  the  faintest  hint  of  a psychotic,  homicidal  glow.  That  is,  until  1 
learned  her  secret. 


Wenmao  was  a closet  alcoholic. 


It  all  started  on  a balmy  summer  Sunday  afternoon,  when  the  air  was  so  still  that  the  only  breezes 
came  from  Hies’  wing  beats.  I was  sprawled  on  the  ground  pulling  up  green  carrots  (Yes  I got  grounded 
for  that)  next  to  my  to-be-idolatrous  cousin  Yane  and  my  dearest  friend  Alek.  We  had  nothing  to  do,  and 
when  children  have  nothing  to  do,  they  do  what  they  do  best:  wreak  havoc.  After  contemplating  the  vari- 
ous methods  of  inundating  anthills  and  clipping  Hies’  wings,  we  settled  to  catching  sparrows  and  cook- 
ing them  for  dinner.  Yane  thought  up  of  a brilliant  plan:  take  an  upturned  basket,  prop  it  up  with  a stick 
attached  to  a string  so  we  can  hide  in  the  bushes  far  off,  and  litter  the  floor  beneath  the  upturned  basket 
with  vodka-soaked  rice.  (It  would  be  wise  to  note  about  now  that  China  has  no  legal  age  for  drinking,  so 
yes,  little  seven  year  olds  can  chug  Absolut  all  they  want.  Not  that  I know  anything  about  that.)  The  plan 
was  that  the  birds  would  get  so  intoxicated  eating  the  “drugged''  rice  that  they  would  just  fall  unconscious 
immediately,  and  we’d  be  able  to  catch  them.  Confident  at  Yane’s  brilliance,  we  set  up  the  trap  and  slunk 
into  the  bushes,  waiting. 

Now  it  is  said  that  sparrows  react  quite  peculiarly  to  vodka.  After  pecking  a few  grains  of  rice,  instead 
of  falling  unconscious,  the  sparrows  started  to  fly  in  crazy  circles  all  over  the  courtyard,  occasionally  crash- 
ing into  tree  branches.  The  sky  became  filled  with  daring  aerial  theatrics,  and  behind  the  bushes  the  triad 
could  lament  at  missing  a wonderful  dinner  of  game.  We  weren’t  the  only  observers  of  this  drunken  air 
show;  Wenmao,  disturbed  by  such  dizzying  whirling  around  her  head,  had  crept  down  from  her  rooftop 
daybed  to  investigate  the  scene.  She  skulked  lithely  around  the  environs  until  she  happened  upon  the  rice. 
Sniffing  that  hypnotizing,  aromatic  scent  of  hard  liquor  in  the  rice,  and  being  forever  ravenous,  Wenmao 
devoured  all  the  remaining  rice.  Of  course  we  could  have  come  out  of  the  bushes  and  screamed  “WEN- 
MAO! GET  AWAY!”  but  the  predicament  was  so  interesting  that  we  were  compelled  to  observe  this  inter- 
esting specimen  in  a fascinating  experiment.  Contrary  to  sparrows,  cats  act  a bit  more. . .sedate.  Wenmao 
began  to  mew  in  a lilted  tone,  and  started  to  wobble  haphazardly  around  the  courtyard.  Yane,  grabbing  an 
adjacent  twig,  jumped  up  and  started  to  chase  after  Wenmao.  She  gave  a drunken  sidelong  glance  at  him 
before  she  started  running-or  well,  undulating,  across  the  courtyard,  making  zigzags  equivalent  to  radio 
waves.  After  about  five  amplitudes,  she  crashed  into  the  bushes  and  started  kitty-snoring. 

My  aunt  wasn’t  too  happy  about  all  this.  She  gave  us  one  of  the  worst  whippings  to  my  knowledge 
ever,  and  we  had  nothing  but  water  and  rice  for  a week.  But  Wenmao  was  significantly  nicer  to  me. 
Whenever  I passed  by  with  a bottle  of  anything  in  my  hand,  she  would  wrap  herself  around  my  legs  and 
purr  until  I could  feel  my  legs  falling  off.  And  there  were  no  more  midnight  evil-glare  visits  any  more 
either.  I am  truly  sorry  to  have  unintentionally  made  my  aunt’s  favorite  kitty  an  alcoholic,  but  I heard  that 
Wenmao  is  quite  a connoisseur  at  wine-tasting  now. 


-Yi  Liu,  II 
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Through  the  mirror 
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Cigarette  smoke  and  hairspray 

Taptaptap  sli de  thudtap 

Are  you  living  in  a pink  and  black  world? 

Eternal  pain  - 

“If  it  doesn't  hurt,  you're  not  doing  it  right” 

But  it's  good  pain. 

Graceful  limbs,  long  necks 

Arched  feet 

Only  one  job  to  do: 

Do  it  better  next  time. 

Shoulders  down,  chin  up,  turn  out  from  the  hips 
Stomach  in,  hips  under,  stretch  the  feet 
Do  it  better  next  time. 

Rehearsals  that  go  late 

Fast-food  dinners,  or  no  dinner  at  all 

Sitting  on  the  side,  watching,  writing,  stretching 

“Let's  run  it  again” 

Reach  inside  - deep  inside  - 
And  find  the  strength. 

Find  the  passion,  find  the  love  of  the  art 
Find  the  reason  why  you  chose  this 
And  let's  run  it  again. 

There's  the  applause  - 

Is  it  the  end  of  the  rehearsal,  or  time  for  curtain  calls? 
Pick  up  your  troubles  at  the  door 
And  leave  the  mottled  marley  behind. 

Leave  behind  the  skewed  self-image 
Leave  behind  the  blood  and  the  tears 
Leave  behind  the  backstabbing  competition... 

And  come  back  tomorrow. 


- Elizabeth  Timmerman,  II 
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> college  admissions  < essay... 


Writing  has  never  really  been  my  thing.  Frankly,  I am  more  inclined  to  just  ramble  on 
endlessly  on  topics  of  minuscle  importance  or  make  movies.  Sure  I need  to  write  the  scripts  for 
those  movies,  but  usually  it's  just  a matter  of  writing  clown  my  ramblings  or  having  a secretary 
write  them  down  for  me.  Though  not  a female  secretary  because  then  I just  get  horribly  distracted. 

My  problem  started  off  when  I was  a child  in  the  second  grade.  I had  absolutely  horrible 
handwriting  and  my  teacher  never  hesitated  to  criticize  me  about  it.  She  was  a very  stern  lady 
who  highly  resembled  Dr.  Suess'  the  Grinch.  She  made  me  very  apprehensive.  I would  have  to 
take  a puff  from  my  inhaler  every  time  she  went  by.  That  may  not  seem  too  bad  except  that  I didn't 
actually  have  asthma. 

I began  becoming  so  enraptured  with  improving  my  handwriting  that  I no  longer  paid 
any  attention  to  the  words  I was  writing.  I ended  up  with  a good  many  essays  that  sounded  a lot 
like  this:  "The  cow  sleeps  by  the  bay  with  a large  melon  after  eating  a pickle."  Years  later  when  I 
showed  these  essays  to  my  therapist,  he  said  that  they  obviously  showed  a subconsious  desire  to 
kill  my  father  and  marry  my  mother.  Rumors  were  going  around  the  waiting  room,  though,  that 
Dr.  Freud  said  that  to  everyone. 

Naturally  my  teacher  didn't  fail  to  reprimand  me  for  my  incoherence  either.  I was  in  a 
Catch-22,  a fine  novel  to  which  I was  destined  to  never  write  anything  equitable,  all  thanks  to 
Mrs.  Destory-The-Creative-Abilities-Of-Small-Children-By-Criticizing-Their-Handwriting.  Things 
only  got  worse  in  fourth  grade  when  they  introduced  cursive.  I couldn't  write  these  letters  when 
they  were  by  themselves;  how  in  the  world  was  I supposed  to  write  them  when  they  were  all 
strung  together  like  one  big  letter?  It  was  very  depressing. 

Everything  got  better,  though,  when  they  introduced  word  processors.  No  matter  how  hard 
I tried,  and  boy  did  I try,  you  could  not  make  the  words  look  messy  in  those.  All  my  problems 
were  solved,  except  that  I was  still  writing  at  a second  grade  level.  I tried  reading  Shakespeare  and 
Marlowe  to  improve  my  vocabulary,  but  instead  I found  myself  writing  in  iambic  pentameter  with 
horrible  syntax.  Shakespeare  is  considered  one  of  the  greatest  writers  of  all  time,  but  when  I write 
in  the  same  style,  I receive  an  F on  my  essay  about  the  theme  of  Great  Expectations.  There  is  no 
justice. 

Well,  now  that  you  know  why  the  essay  you  are  about  to  read  is  completely  incoherent 
and  liable  to  make  you  want  to  toss  your  cookies,  I might  as  well  get  started.  What?  I already  have 
500  words? 


-Joseph  Gels,  I 
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All  men  live 
All  men  (.lie 
Some  men  fight 
Some  men  cry. 

What’s  the  difference 
In  living  day  by  day 
If  one  man  stands  to  fight 
And  one  man  hides  away? 

If  one  man  does  what’s  right 
And  one  man  chooses  wrong? 
The  one  man  finds  the  light 
The  other  searches  long. 

He’ll  find  it  deep  inside 
It’ll  stay  with  him  forever, 

And  the  other  will  do  fine 
When  circumstance  won’t  sever. 

But  when  things  turn  against 
He’ll  be  knocked  from  his  feet 
Like  a boxer  out  of  training 
Like  a butcher’s  rotten  meat. 


He’ll  think  the  choice  too  small 
To  make  a deal  of  it 
But  he’ll  wonder  at  the  wall 
And  he’ll  curse  where  he’ll  sit. 

And  still  he’ll  not  know  when 
The  material  of  his  soul 
Corroded  like  the  bad  men 
And  infected  his  life  w^hole. 

Bust  still  he’ll  be  unwilling 
To  choose  to  do  what’s  right 
For  men  have  a crazy  idea 
That  a sin  is  something  slight. 

Deeper  and  yet  still  Deeper, 

He’ll  sink  into  the  sand. 

Steeper  and  yet  still  Steeper, 

Will  be  his  walk  to  firmer  land. 
And  through  his  life  he’ll  choose 
To  walk  the  sinner’s  trek. 

Never  believing  Jesus  would  loose 
The  noose,  around  his  neck. 


-Anonymous 
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I am  the  queen  ot  the  Nile 
My  lace  in  mosaic  tiles 
These  words  that  1 compile 
Are  confident  since  that’s  my  style 
I’m  God’s  beautiful  child 
Walking  heaven  and  earth's  aisle 
But  as  1 watch  the  sun  dial 
Time  disappears  like  my  smile 
Because  now  I realize 

You  put  my  confidence  on  trial 

-Sfiaina  (gilbert , II 
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Mostly  for  Me 

[ handed  you  a single 
slighdy  wilted  white  flower 
tied  painstakingly  with 
a bit  of  purple  ribbon 
and  you  smiled  and  shifted 
your  weight  from  foot  to  foot 
I don’t  think  you  knew 
exactly  what  to  do  with  that 
unanticipated  symbol  of  goodbye 

1 almost  hugged  you 
fiercely  you  looked  so 
vulnerable  and  I feared 
for  both  of  us  but  mostly 
for  me 

at  least  I didn’t  try  to 
shake  your  hand 
but  muttered  something  about 
not  being  good  with 
this  type  of  thing 
and  ran  into  the  crowd 
away  from  you 
dazed  but 
you’ll  forget  me 
soon  enough 

you  wished  me  luck 
whatever  that  is 
I laughed,  tried 
to  sound  like  it  wasn’t 
bitter  more  than  sweet 
oh  but  you’re  gone 
and  I need  to  believe 
my  vision  is  not  blurred 
for  selfish  reasons 

-Julia  Arnous,  III 
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Love  Story,  Revisited 

A Thptijcn  in  Two  Parts 


Based  on  Romeo  and  Juliet.  The  whirring  sound  you  hear  is  Shakespeare  spinning  in  his  grave.) 

1 note  of  the  perspectives  of  the  piece: 

Romance:  "1  "am  Ro/neo,  “yon"  are  Benvolio 

Mtssage  from  the  Gods:  “1 " am  Mercado,  “yon"  are  Romeo,  “he"  is  Benvolio,  “she"  is  fn/iet 
Benevolence:  “l  " am  Benvolio,  “yon"  are  Mercntio,  “he"  is  Romeo,  “she”  is  Juliet 


Romance,  Part  1 


1 love  vou.  1 will  never  tell  you,  and  if  you  ever  guess  1 would  rather  die  than  confirm  it,  but  in  the  dark  recesses  of  my  mind, 

1 can  whisper  to  myself— I love  you. 

You  ask  me  why  I am  troubled,  and  look  at  me  with  those  big,  sad  eyes,  hoping  to  somehow  ease  my  sorrow.  As  if 
it  could  ever  be  eased.  I have  tried  a thousand  times  to  end  this  madness,  forget  my  cursed  love  for  you.  And  every  time,  al- 
though I have  sworn  it  in  blood  to  never  again  look  upon  you  with  lust  in  my  eyes,  to  never  again  reach  out  to  graze  your  skin 
and  find  my  touch  turning  to  a caress,  to  never  again  dream  of  you  with  me  in  my  lonely  bed,  I still  follow  you  with  my  eyes 
wherever  you  walk,  still  am  compelled  to  brush  your  hair  from  your  face,  still  wake  in  my  cold  bed  with  sticky  sheets  clinging 
to  my  body  and  your  name  on  my  lips. 

May  God  forgive  me.  I am  damned  two  times  over  for  you,  beloved,  once  because  you  are  my  cousin  and  twice 
because  you  are  a man.  Or  because  I am  a man.  Or  because,  God  help  me,  I cannot  stop  loving  you,  though  I know  perfectly 
well  that  it  is  wrong.  Cursed,  unnatural,  and  unworthy  to  love  you.  Unworthy  of  your  love. 

So  though  I can  see,  sometimes,  that  you  too  watch  me  more  than  is  proper,  that  you  touch  me  more  than  you  mean 
to  and  that  you  cannot  always  bring  yourself  to  step  away,  I will  damn  myself  three  times  over,  and  lie  to  you.  I will  never  tell 
you  that  I love  you. 

Message  From  the  Gods,  Part  I 

Every  time  you  look  away,  vou  hurt  him.  Now,  you  hurt  him  all  the  more,  because  you  look  at  her.  I can  see  why  you  are  so 
infatuated;  after  all,  if  God  had  made  him  a woman,  he  would  look  just  like  her. 

1 will  say  nothing  to  him  of  this;  perhaps  he  has  not  seen  yet,  not  seen  that  your  fancy  has  been  caught  by  a woman 
of  flesh  and  blood,  and  not  a flower  of  your  own  imaginings.  A rose,  you  claimed  you  loved?  I have  seen  your  eyes  when  you 
look  at  him.  It  is  neither  floweret  nor  female  that  you  desire. 

But  now  vou  are  enamored  of  a new  lady,  one  so  like  to  him  in  all  ways  but  that  in  which  she  is  forbidden.  I cry 
shame  on  you,  to  foreswear  your  love  for  him  for  some  puppet  painted  in  his  likeness.  Is  she  as  sweet  as  he,  or  as  kind,  or  as 
gentle?  Speaks  she  in  as  soft  a voice,  with  her  feminine  blandishments,  luring  you  away  from  that  one  we  both  love? 

Oh  yes,  I too  am  afflicted  with  that  which  others  might  term  your  most  French  disease,  though  I call  it  no  sickness  to 
love  one  so  deserving  of  worship.  As  God  has  made  you,  He  has  made  you  love  him,  and  will  you  turn  aside  God’s  gifts  for 
fear  of  earthly  scorn?  But  there  is  no  man  so  blind  as  one  who  does  not  wish  to  see,  and  you  will  not  see  how  you  wrong  him 
by  turning  away. 

I should  rejoice;  now  you  will  never  take  him  from  me.  But  you  have  made  him  unhappy,  and  he  will  be  less  happy 
yet  before  you  complete  your  careless  caper  on  his  heart.  He  will  never  be  mine  — he  has  ever  and  always  loved  you.  Yet  I am 
not  so  petty  that  I would  take  pleasure  in  his  sharing  my  misery.  I have  always  hated  you  for  loving  him,  but  I will  hate  you 
three  times  over  now:  once  that  you  love  him,  twice  that  he  loves  you,  and  three  times  that  you  cast  him  aside. 


Benevolence,  Part  I 
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I am  sorry  that  you  are  only  my  friend,  that  no  matter  how  hard  1 try  I love  him,  not  you,  even  though  he  loves  her,  that 
painted  harlot,  not  me,  and  you  have  always  cared  for  me  more  than  1 deserve.  More  than  you  should.  I will  only  break  your 
heart,  and  I have  no  wish  to  hurt  you.  You  are  my  friend,  a better  one  than  I have  earned,  and  you  deserve  a lover  who  can 
tell  the  truth  when  he  says  that  he  loves  you  with  his  whole  heart. 

But  we  are  none  of  us  angels,  and  so  I break  you  by  pursuing  him,  while  he  breaks  me  by  pursuing  her,  and  perhaps 
they  will  be  happy.  And  I will  smile  at  their  wedding,  though  I want  to  do  nothing  so  much  as  wring  her  slender  white  neck. 

I will  wish  them  well. 

But  it  will  be  a lie. 

And  I wish  now,  in  the  darkest,  farthest  regions  of  my  heart,  that  they  suffer  for  what  they  have  done  to  me,  just  as 
no  doubt  you  wish,  somewhere  in  your  hopeless  psyche,  that  I realize  what  1 have  done  to  you,  and  grieve  for  it. 

I am  sorry  that  1 cannot  love  you,  and  God  help  us  all,  I wish  you  well. 

Romance,  Part  II 

I am  dizzy  with  love,  afire  with  it,  sick  near  to  dying  with  it.  And  I rejoice  in  this  present  madness. 

Oh,  cousin,  once-beloved,  surely  this  is  my  reward  for  my  restraint.  You  are  sdll  pure,  untouched  by  my  cursed 
desires,  and  I have  found  in  holy  wedlock  all  the  joys  I wished  to  discover  in  you,  alone  in  my  bed.  I have  saved  us  both  from 
eternal  damnation — why  do  you  look  at  me  with  such  hurt  in  your  eyes? 

Message  From  the  Gods,  Part  II 

You  have  killed  me.  You  milk-faced,  insipid,  feckless  excuse  for  an  inconstant  lover,  you  and  your  house  and  your  cursed  feud 
have  killed  me.  What  cause  had  you  to  step  between  me  and  his  highness,  the  Prince  of  Cats?  Even  now,  does  jealousy  gnaw 
at  your  heart,  because  I love  your  former  sweetheart  with  a faith  you  cannot  match?  (Dr  is  it  truly  as  you  say,  that  you  sought 
to  end  this  hatred?  A fine  job  you  have  done,  indeed. 

For  this,  I curse  you.  May  this  battle  never  end  until  you  lie,  a cold  and  bleeding  carcass,  in  some  deserted  tomb.  For 
your  useless  meddling,  I will  die.  For  my  death,  I hope  you  suffer  in  equal  measure.  And  for  his  betrayed  love,  may  you  lose 
your  precious  painted  lady  to  the  same  icy  chill  that  overtakes  my  limbs. 

A curse  on  both  your  houses. 

I speak  to  him  but  I cannot  understand  the  words  that  leave  my  lips.  I think  that  he’s  talking,  but  I can’t  hear.  Some- 
thing wet  falls  on  my  cheek — tears.  They  feel  hot,  or  maybe  cold.  I don’t  know. 

God,  but  it  hurts.  I didn’t  know  it  would  hurt  so  much  to  die. 

Benevolence,  Part  II 

Don’t  die.  Please,  don’t  die.  Can  you  hear  me?  You  can’t  die.  You  can’t  leave  me  all  alone.  Please? 

I’m  sorry.  I love  you.  I’m  so  sorry. 

If  1 promised  to  love  you,  would  you  stay  with  me?  If  1 promised  anything,  everything,  would  you  stay?  God,  God, 
you  never  deserved  this.  I should  be  the  one  dying,  not  you. 

I love  you.  I’m  sorry. 

Stop  apologizing! 

I’m  sorry,  I’m  sorry,  I’m  sorry... 

Can  you  even  understand  me?  I’ll  love  you.  I’ll  do  anything,  just  don’t  die.  I need  you.  I need  you  to  live  set  1 can  love 

you. 

Please  don’t  die. 

There’s  salt  in  my  mouth  and  I think  I’m  crying  but  I don’t  know,  I can  taste  the  blood  from  where  I bit  my  lip  and 
it’s  funny,  in  a painfully  ironic  way.  I promised  to  love  you  if  you  stayed,  but  now  that  you’re  already  gone,  1 do  anyway. 

The  bloody  imprint  from  my  mouth  stays  on  your  pale  white  skin  when  I take  my  lips  away:  kisses  to  pay  the  ferry- 
man. I love  you. 

I wish  you  well. 


-Veronica  Koven-Matasy,  II 
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A small  world  full  of  enchanting  colors  swimming  about 

Enfold  it  in  your  hands,  feel  the  lightness 

See  the  ocean  of  irradiant  colors  dancing;  in  air 

O 


Blow  a song  into  the  air. . . 

The  bubble  becomes  a swirl  of  dull  colors 
Blow  a whisper  into  the  colors. . . 

The  bubble  becomes  a mist  ol  blinding  darkness 
Blow  life  into  the  darkness. . . 

Darkness  awaits  in  a sea  ol  nothingness. . . 

The  bubble  is  no  more. 


o 

o 


Colors  that  emerge 

in  leaves  with  lovely  brilliance 

decorate  the  earth. 


Wind  blows  a whisper 
as  air  enfolds  in  coldness 
at  the  peak  of  dawn. 

A child  enamored 

the  soul  lost  in  a rainbow 

the  heart  lost  in  art. 


-Victoria  Jenny  St.  Fleur.  I 
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OMNIS  SATURA  VOSTRA  SUNT  TRIBUTA  Ml  Hi’ 

i am 
a poet 

simply  by  virtue  of  the  fact 

that  i use  blank  verse 

do  not  capitalize 

and  pepper 

my  writing 

with  enter 

keys 

but  look! 

did  you  notice  the  five-dollar 
words  i used 

to  paint  my  tawdry  metaphor? 

'listen  to  the  alpine  silence  of  my  gallbladder' 
because  everybody  knows 

a noun  without  an  adjective 
is  just  bad  writing 


but  why? 

my  rhetorical  questions  beg  the  question  for  my  timeless  problems 
problems  which 
of  course 

no  other  human  being  has  ever  had  before 


my  poetic  rendering  thereof 
smothered  with  overwrought  analogy 
adds  to  the  volume  of  literature 
and  could  not 
ever 


possibly 

be 

the  angsty,  hideous,  immature  claptrap 
of  whiny  teenagers 
thinking  again 
and  again 

that  the  rules  somehow  do  not  apply  to  them. 

-Isaac  Meister,  I 


a ro 


yyy i 


It  is  cold  and  windy 


uncCown 


No  one  dares  to  leave  their  home. 

For  if  they  did, 

Mother  Nature  would  brutally  greet  them 
Yet,  outside,  a young  girl  sits  in  the  semi-gloom  on  the  sand. 
By  the  river  of  Lethe, 

She  sits  there  withered  up. 

And  more  bent  than  a swastika. 


She  waits. 

And  waits. 

But  she  hears  nothing. 

Except  the  birds. 

They  randomly  come  and  go. 

She  sees  nothing. 

Except  the  specters  that  loiter  in  the  dusk, 

As  she  touches  her  amulet. 

That  had  been  bequeathed  to  her  by  an  apparition  of  godly  hands. 
The  scud  that  she  long  anticipated. 

Finally  came  and  she  respired  it. 

She  was  now  in  a completely  solitary  state; 

The  birds  were  in  abeyance. 

The  wind  ceased, 

What  was  left  was  the  sun  and  the  river, 

on't  go”,  she  pleads. 

As  she  sees  the  sun  becoming  the  river. 

Her  barbaric  yawp  was  heard  miles  away. 


The  sun's  odyssey  has  not  ended, 

It  has  a long  healthy  life  ahead  of  it, 

“You  left”,  she  sadly  whispers. 

With  feelings  that  she  was  not  sufficed  enough  and  melancholy. 
She  got  up  with  tears  streaming, 

Down  her  cold  cheeks. 


-Wendy  Papakostandini,  V 
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The  .->/  in  the  Automat 

from  the  painting  by  “Edward  ‘Hopper 


She's  sitting  alone,  the  last  customer  in  the  twenty-four  hour 
automat  and  she's  trying 

oh  God , hut  she's  trying  - 
not  to  think 

about  him.  Anything  but  him.  She'll  think  of  anything  but  - 
the  dregs  of  coffee  in  her  cup:  she'll  think  about  those. 

Bitter  and  weak,  but  at  a nickel  it  was  all  she  could  afford  with  the 
change  from  her  pockets,  and  what's  she  going  to  do  about  that 
now  anyway , now  that  she  has  to  pay  all  the  rent? 

It  means  one  more  year  in  the  floppy  yellow  hat, 
which  she  wears  like  it's  part  of  her  head,  but  hates  nonetheless 
because  it's  out  of  style,  and  has  been  for  years,  but  at  least 
it  keeps  her  long  brown  hair  off  her  neck,  keeps  her  ears 
mostly  warm  in  the  crazy  whirling  Chicago  winds. 

One  more  year  in  the  hat  and  the  green  coat  with  the  water  stains 
'round  the  hem.  Self-conscious,  she  shifts. 

If  she  tucks  her  legs  back 

- just  so  - 

you  can't  see  the  runs  in  her  nylons 
( those  are  old,  too). 

If  she  wears  her  coat  and  hat, 

even  indoors,  then  you  won't  see  that  her  skin  is  white,  pale  and 
artificial  because  she  hasn’t  the  money  for  a holiday,  has  been 
cramped  up  in  that  office  that  smells  musty  and  dead  every  day 

- exeept  Christmas  - 
for  a year. 

If  she  stays  fully  bundled  up, 

then  you  won't  see  how  her  low-cut  brown  dress  that  skims 
her  breasts  is  stretched  and  torn  under  the  arms. 

If  she  holds  her  arm 

- like  this,  see  - 

then  it's  not  as  noticeable  and  maybe  you  won't  see  that 
she  onlv  has  one  ulove. 


If  she  tilts  her  eyes,  which  are  coated  in  cheap 

drugstore  cosmetics,  slightly  downward  - it’s  rather  an  appealing 

angle,  isn’t  it?  I mean,  I look  quite  cute,  don ' 1 1? 

Then  you  can’t  tell  that  she’s  been 


crying. 


She  could  ask  for  a raise,  move  back  in  with  Mother  for  a 
few  years. 

Shameful,  but  there  it  is. 

Life  goes  on. 

She  puts  aside  the  horrid  coffee,  hands  trembling  only 
slightly,  and  walks  out,  back  hunched  against  the 
cruel 


icy 


Chicago. 


midwinter  wind  which  wafts  her  cheap,  pungent  scent 
back  into  the  now-empty  automat.  She  walks  away,  deep  in 
thought  or  in  tears,  looking  lost  and  maybe  just  a little  too 

young 

and  frightened. 

She  has  left  behind  her  hat. 


-Anneke  Schwob,  II 
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words  forgotten,  voice  ignored 
letters  thrown  upon  llie  floor 
stripped  of  title,  place,  and  name 
allies  of  old  turn  baek  in  shame 


work  swallowed  by  a Imngrv  lire 
provoked  by  bate  and  searing  i re 
in  history  a fevered  gash 
signs  of  existence  turned  to  ash 


buried  undersoil  of  time 
trod  upon  and  choked  with  grime 
glory  withers  into  dust 
splendor  tarnishes  and  rusts 

no  more  traces  of  existence 
annihilated  with  persistence 
shoved  into  a small  nook  of  past 
the  traitor  pays  his  toll  at  last 
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four...  five...  six  candles  glow  softly  in  the  dark.  Five  are  laid  in  a row  on  a bookshelf,  in  tall  brass  antique 
candleholders  and  squat  terracotta  plates.  One  is  mounted  against  the  wall  in  a mirrored  star,  reflecting  the 
candle’s  light  back  in  blue  and  green  and  red.  The  room  is  bathed  in  warm  golden  light,  the  corners  and 
recesses  thrown  into  sharp,  deep  shadow.  Fairy  lights  are  also  twinkling  in  the  enchanted  semi-dark.  The 
pictures  hung  haphazardly  on  the  walls  take  on  new  life.  The  room  itself  seems  made  anew  in  this  light,  sd 
different  from  the  overwhelming  glow  of  halogen. 

It's  a messy  room  in  places.  Still,  in  the  half-light,  the  mess  is  eliminated,  leaving  only  clean  spaces  and  soft 
rebirth.  There  are  posters  on  the  wall  ol  girls  so  entirely  wrapped  up  in  each  other,  in  their  own  little  world  on 
the  paper,  that  they  are  oblivious  to  the  photographer  and  all  else.  Marilyn,  in  Warhol’s  candy-store  colors, 
looks  amused,  world-weary.  Currin’s  Honeymoon  Nude  is  still  young,  fresh,  and  surprised.  In  portraits,  at 
least,  she  will  never  lose  the  innocence  of  youth. 


One  girl,  in  various  incarnations,  has  her  picture  scattered  around  the  room.  In  one  picture  loosely  sketched 
with  pastel,  she  laughs  with  abandon.  Her  hair  is  long  and  red,  and  curls  loosely,  sympathetically,  around 
her  face.  In  a second,  this  one  painted  in  oils,  the  hair  is  still  red,  although  shorter  and  more  severely  styled. 
She  gazes  steadily  at  the  world  through  a pair  of  thick-rimmed  Jackie  O glasses.  The  glasses  are  off  in  the 
next  study,  shoved  in  a corner.  The  girl  is  asleep,  and  her  hair  is  much  shorter,  and  purple,  tousled  around 
her  face.  She  is  sweeter  in  repose,  and  there  is  a kindness  in  her  face  not  evident  in  the  others.  There  is  a clear 
progression  from  one  picture  to  the  next,  as  the  artist  has  begun  to  find  his  or  herself  within  the  subject,  and 
the  pictures  become  more  sure,  more  carefully,  and  more  lovingly  constructed.  The  last  picture  is  perhaps  the 
simplest,  although  there  is  an  intensity  to  it  not  found  in  the  others.  The  girl  is  captured  with  a few  strokes 
of  charcoal,  in  harsh  lights  and  darks.  She  looks  scared,  or  maybe  angry. 

The  young  woman  lying  on  the  bed,  curled  in  upon  herself,  bears  no  resemblance  to  the  one  in  the  paintings. 
She  is  dark,  and  her  lace  lacks  some  of  the  natural  poise  of  her  model.  Her  hands  are  stained  with  paint  and 
pigment,  and  she  has  an  artist’s  fingers,  delicate  and  finely  articulated.  The  light  from  the  candles  plays  off 
her  silk  camisole  and  rhinestone  earrings.  For  a woman  careless  enough  to  have  splashed  paint  over  the  whole 
room  in  the  course  of  creation,  she  has  taken  extreme  care  with  her  appearance.  There  is  evidence  of  lipstick 
on  her  lips,  and  mascara  on  her  long  dark  lashes. 

She  lays  there  for  hours,  not  moving,  but  lor  occasionally  jumping  up  to  adjust  a candle,  move  a flower  from 
one  vase  to  another,  switching  the  position  of  irrelevant  objects.  During  these  periods  of  activity,  the  room 
seems  to  shake  itself  awake,  and  the  light  glows  even  more  gently  and  beautifully,  the  rug  and  bed  seem  even 
softer. 


Marilyn  and  the  Nude  watch.  In  the  light  from  the  guttering  candles,  they  seem  more  sympathetic  than  even 
before.  Only  the  mystery  girl  remains  the  same,  alternately  laughing,  serious,  gentle,  or  scared.  Perhaps  she 
knows.  Perhaps  she  will  come,  after  all.  Perhaps  not.  For  now,  she  is  content  to  watch  the  room,  as  the  room 
watches  her,  and  watches  her  artist  burn  and  fade  with  the  gentle,  golden,  dying  glow  of  the  candles. 


-Anneke  Schwob,  II 


After  the  different  sounds  begin  to  fade  into  the  background,  you  are  struck  by  the  scenery.  The  sun 
is  captured  by  the  water  and  glitters  lively,  flitting  from  wave  to  wave.  The  leaves  in  the  surrounding  trees 
flutter  in  the  light  breeze  and  a lone  soul  falls  quietly  into  the  beckoning  water.  The  fountain  on  Tremont 
Street,  in  the  middle  of  the  John  Hancock  building,  the  Boston  Copley  Library,  and  the  Copley  Plaza,  knows 
autumn  is  coming. 

An  artist  perches  on  the  steps  of  the  fountain,  meticulously  copying  the  architecture  before  her.  A 
handful  of  shops  and  restaurants  are  her  subjects.  The  trees  cast  faint  shadows  on  the  carved  steps,  shielding 
the  artist  from  the  blazing  sun.  Wearing  headphones,  the  artist  blocks  out  the  noises  of  the  skateboarders 
doing  tricks  on  the  lower  steps.  She  is  also  blocking  the  sounds  emitted  by  the  saxophone  player  behind  the 
fountain.  The  artist  is  missing  a crucial  part  of  the  atmosphere  of  the  fountain  by  ignoring  these  sounds,  and 
you  lose  interest  in  watching  her  painting  develop.  Why  bother  with  a mere  copy  when  you  have  the  fountain 
in  all  its  glory  surrounding  you? 

Much  time  passes,  but  you  are  content  to  relax  here  at  this  urban  oasis.  Evening  is  drawing  near, 
and  the  artist  is  long  gone.  The  persistent  skateboarders  still  claim  the  last  step  as  their  territory  and  the 
jazz  musician  continues  to  soothe  your  senses.  As  the  sky  fades  into  darkness,  you  can  see  the  bright  moon 
reflected  in  the  water.  The  wind  is  colder  now,  and  you  gather  your  bags  together  and  head  over  to  the  Copley 
train  station.  Before  you  descend  into  the  warm,  populated  station,  you  look  back  at  the  fountain.  You  can 
barely  make  out  its  shape  behind  the  numerous  trees.  You  know  you'll  be  back. 


-Kelly  Baker,  II 


Calliope!  Once  we  flew  upon  eagle’s  wings, 

Once  upon  a time,  once  upon  a day 

In  our  bright  summer;  now,  like  jars  of  clay 

But  a hammer  breaks.  Once,  all  men  were  kings, 

And  men,  and  knights;  but  gone  these  are,  they  say, 

Into  time,  into  the  myst,  where  no  man 

May  venture  whilst  earth  holds  him  - pale  and  wan, 

Cold,  stiff,  dead,  is  such  a one  as  may 

Join  them  again;  yet  only  kingly  can 

We  be,  if  we  wish  to  stand  proud 

Like  the  Colossus  - to  be  so  allowed 

We  must  again  find  a truly  kingly  man. 

Calliope!  Where  have  our  forebears  gone? 

Guide  us,  proud  men,  whilst  new  era  dawn! 


-James  Barned-Smith,  II 
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I hear  your  sweet  murmurs,  of  dreams  and  plans, 

( )f  a tomorrow  soaring  ox  er  the  horizon. 

I sec  your  face,  luminous  in  the  dark  of  the  day. 
Radiant  with  the  notions  of  a bright  future. 

1 feel  the  tappings  of  your  hand. 

Impatient  at  the  thought  of  action. 

I smell  that  subtle  aroma  of  exotic  islands. 

That  longing  w ith  unquenchable  thirst. 

1 follow  your  glance  to  that  pale  streak  of  moonlight. 
Dancing  over  the  treetops. 

I look  through  the  hues  of  your  eyes. 

Bright  under  the  brilliant  gimlet  gaze  of  the  stars. 
Yet  w istful  with  unbridled  imaginations. 

I see  the  grains  of  your  mind. 

Roaming  over  the  vibrant  lush  meadows  of  hope, 

A million  miles  away. 

I see  the  shadows  of  your  soul. 

Crawling  out  of  its  massive  cavern  and  in  to  the  open 

Lost  in  illusions. 

Exen  though. 

We  are  nothing  but  strangers  in  the  dusk. 


O 

0) 


-Jieyu  Jiang,  III 
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Coe  ina^Pid^ 

(theme  music  plays  as  the  words  'En  La  Cocina  Con  Fidel  scr  oil  onscreen) 

I-!  ola,  and  welcome  to  en  La  Cocina,  con  yours  truly,  Fidel.  Today  you  are  in  for  a treat.  I will 
be  making  for  you  scrambled  brown  hen  eggs,  imported  straight  from  the  USSR.  Now,  you  can 
always  substitute  with  just  any  old  eggs,  peroyo  prefiero  these.  They  just  add  something  to  the 
mix.  Now  you  first  want  to  crack  the  eggs,  like  so.  (attempts  to  crack  egg)  Um...hke  so...  (at- 
tempts again)  like  so  (pulls  out  gun  and  shoots  the  egg).  There  we  go.  (scrapes  egg  into  frying 
pan)  Now,  some  of  you  must  be  saying,  “Why,  Castro!  You  must  be  crazy!  No  one  keeps  the 
egg  shells  in  the  eggs!’  In  which  case  you  should  be  expecting  the  secret  police  to  arrive  mo- 
mentarily for  calling  me  crazy.  Now  for  those  of  you  remaining:  yo  amo  la  texture  that  comes 
from  leaving  the  shells.  It  adds  a nice  crunch  to  it.  Now,  you  are  to  cook  it  dos  a tres  minutos  at 
medium.  Then,  once  it  seems  like  they  are  nice  and  yellow,  remove  them  from  the  heat.  At  this 
point,  I highly  recommend  adding  Cajun  spices,  to  give  that  nice  extra  kick.  And,  wolah,  a nice 
spicy  meal  to  get  you  ready  to  go  and  run  the  country  for  the  day.  Join  me  tomorrow  cuando 
vamos  a learn  how  to  make  Dictator-shaped  waffles!  (holds  up  a waffle  iron  in  the  shape  of  his 
own  head) 


-Joseph  Gels,  I 
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Captivation  of  a transient  flame 

\ In  the  wake  of  scattered  tears 
\ Crimson  red  from  its  weeping  mother, 

\ I bid  goodbye  a comforting  wooden  womb 
Into  the  cerulean  deep  of  you. 

The  air  has  gotten  chillier 
/ But  my  heart  grows  warmer, 

/ Burning  red,  red,  more  red! 

/ Until  finally  it  smolders  and 
/ Drops  lifeless  on  the  earth. 

\ Ten  thousand  incinerated  hearts 
\ Nuture  Nature’s  silent  grave, 

\ A sea  of  reds  and  yellows  and  more 
Seething  life  against  a silent  sky. 

/ Autumn’s  the  season  of  death 
/ And  an  unspoken  promise  of  birth, 

/ I bury  your  dead  hope  in  the  ground 
In  hopes  of  seeing  it  bloom  again. 


-Yi  Liu,  II 


Silent  hooves  in 

<2*  August 


The  afternoon  sun  is  lazily  lowering  into  the  treetops,  its  blazing  insignia 
coloring  the  stillness  of  Norris  Basin,  when  out  of  the  trees,  they  appear,  on 
the  crusty  slopes,  everywhere  - their  silent,  fleet  presence  shadowing  hot 
springs  vibrant  as  bluebells.  Occasionally,  rising  steam  obscures  their  outline, 
ransforming  them  into  ethereal  spirits  of  native  lore  walking  the  clouds  on  earth, 
shing  through  a jeweled  curtainr'pf'mist  like  distant  memories,  too  beautiful 
for  words.  Genteel,  pointed  hoovds  m4ke  hardly  a sound  as  they  step  lightly,  their 
silken  ears  twitching  to  the  sound  orhuman  whispers  on  the  wind.  Their  sleek 
fur  stirs,  gleaming  in  the  cooling  breeze  off  wide  Yellowstone  Lake,  whose  waters 
deepen  with  the  dusk  to  a timeless  sapphire:  a heard  of  golden  does,  grazing  the 
hardy  Wyoming  slopes,  calling  to  their  frolicking  young,  who  possess  a dignity 
beyond  their  years. 

Thirty  steps  away,  a pretty  doe  with  her  shy  little  “bambi”  following 
closely  behind  cautiously  approaches  the  wooden  boardwalks,  which  wind 
upwards  on  the  slopes,  branching  as  far  as  the  hilltop  trees  and  lining  the  shores 
below.  She  places  one  hoof  on  with  a hollow  tap...  then  another  and  another. 
Finally,  with  three  feet  on  the  planks  and  a fourth  leg  stretched  gracefully  back 
onto  the  pale  sand  and  crumbled  gravel,  she  hesirates,  a posing  ballerina.  Her 
head  turns  until  one  willingly  drowfts\m  her  soft,  dark,  liquid  eyes,  almond- 
shaped  and  slanted,  that  see  straight  into  the  human  soul,  begging  passage: 
not  humble,  but  proud  and  courteous,  a sultana  of  the  West  pausing  nobbr 
at  the  threshold.  One  involuntary  step  startles  her;  she  clatters  across  the  ro\ 
platform  in  a series  of  dancing  steps,  little  fawn  pressed  to  her  side.  The  wooden 
taps  echo  into  the  near-silence,  a staccato  of  time,  which,  for  a moment  only, 
seems  to  freeze  in  place,  capturing  mother  and  child  in  gilt  portrait  of  light  and 
chiaroscuro. 

The  crumbling,  bleaching  slopes  - set  ablaze  with  Helios'  dying  insignia, 
glistening  with  rivulets  of  sulfuric  streams  strained  by  multicolored  colonies  of 
bacteria  — are  scattered  with  feeding  deer.  Forever  in  my  memory  will  be  engraved 
the  pure  reflection  in  the  limpid  pools:  life  coming  full  circle  as  lips  softly  brush 
the  water,  and  suddenly  there  is  not  one  deer  but  two  - reverently  touching  lips. 


-Mary  Hong,  1 1 


Due  To  What  We  Do 
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The  auto  mechanic  has  motor  oil  on  his  clothes 
The  baker  left  the  bakery  with  flour  on  his  nose 
The  garbage  man  collector,  without  a bath  has  an  odor 
Ladies,  watch  the  muscles  on  the  furniture  mover 
The  fighter  has  scars  on  every  corner  of  his  body 
The  president’s  white,  no  matter  the  political  party 
The  painter  collects  color  from  her  art  onto  her  pants 
Me,  well  Lm  stuck  with  ink  stains  on  my  hands 


-Shaina  Gilbert,  II 
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As  1 clambered  up  the  navy-blue  iron  steps  of  an  express  overnight  train  heading  from 
Kharkiv  to  Simeropol,  I felt  dizzy,  lost,  and  incredibly  tiny.  Perhaps  it  was  the  shouting,  stomping 
throng  of  sojourners  that  infested  the  mournful  gray  asphalt  below  and  the  indigo  July  sky  above. 
Perhaps  it  was  simply  the  horror  so  well  concealed  that  now  became  apparent  to  me  — the  horror 
of  taking  an  overnight  train.  There  is  something  discreetly  and  vaguely  terrifying  in  the  aspect  of 
a train  journev  — exactly  what  shapes  this  terror  is  for  you,  my  reader,  to  determine.  Hear  now  the 
remainder  of  my  story. 

I felt  neither  calm  nor  relieved  when  my  mother  and  I reached  a secluded  area  of  the  train 
— our  quarters.  1 was  at  this  time  no  more  than  seven  years  old.  The  aspect  of  splashing  and  wading 
greatlv  beguiled  my  fancy  to  carefree  and  weightless  thoughts,  and  yet  when  the  ba-boom  of  the 
train  became  closelv  audible,  I was  again  rushed  upon  and  choked  by  a vile  and  profound  fear.  The 
train  was  an  ancient,  frail,  wobbly  millipede,  now  rushing  with  an  insane  velocity,  now  halting  so 
abrupdv  that  its  walls  nearly  collapsed.  How  would  I know,  without  doubt,  what  city,  state,  planet  I 
am  on  upon  waking?  The  dawn  of  roses  and  peaches  could  soon  become  on  giant,  filthy,  pestilential 
stretch  of  fog,  in  which  I would  be  lost  forever.  With  such  tearful  and  anxious  thoughts  I climbed 
up  onto  the  top  bunk  of  the  two-tier  bed,  and  lay  on  my  stomach  upon  the  bleach-white,  innocently 
stainless  sheets. 

As  I riveted  my  gaze  to  the  square  of  the  window,  only  5 inches  from  the  tip  of  my  nose,  I 
anxiously  scrutinized  the  wondrous  and  varying  landscapes  that  the  train  flew  by.  Tedious  hours  of 
the  evening  crept  bv  unnoticed.  The  tan  earth,  mammoth  pines  and  oaks,  and  a deep  and  crimson 
skv  much  relaxed  and  eased  my  tension.  Now  somewhat  comforted  by  the  strictly  rhythmical  rattling 
and  dinging  of  the  train,  I turned  onto  my  back,  and  positioned  my  head  precisely  in  the  center  of 
the  long  and  slender  down  pillow,  soft  as  whipped  cream.  But  no  sugary  dreams  soothed  my  mental 
and  physical  exhaustion. 

Suddenly,  1 felt  sharply  nauseous.  The  lights  fixed  upon  the  ceiling  dimmed,  then  began 


blinking  with  increasing  rapidity.  My  head  spun.  I opened  my  mouth,  gasping  and  wheezing  for 
breath.  Instantly,  I was  thrown  onto  one  side  of  the  bunk.  I clung  feverishly  onto  a metal  hook 
on  the  wall  to  avoid  a lethal  flight  across  the  room.  Gradually,  the  rattling  and  tossing  lessened.  In 
several  minutes,  the  train  halted. 

1 released  the  hook,  and  plopped  down  onto  the  bed,  inhaling  abruptly  and  with  sharp 
whistles.  I was  unable  now  to  question  the  fates  of  all  the  other  passengers,  including  my  mother,  or 
the  origin  of  this  terrible  accident,  since  I spotted  a glowing  crimson  line  stretching  under  the  door  ot 
our  quarters.  Seconds  later,  tongues  of  flame  caressed  the  maroon  rubbery  floor  of  the  room.  They 
leapt  up  the  wooden  steps  that  led  to  the  top  bunk,  and  soon  began  to  tarnish  the  icy  metal  trame 
of  my  bunk,  and  scorch  my  bleach-white  sheets.  I waved  and  dangled  my  limbs  feverishly  in  the  air, 
hoping  somehow  to  frighten  the  ravenous  element  away.  But  it  began  to  slither  closer  to  me,  at  last 
enclosing  my  head  in  a fiery  halo.  And  as  I felt  my  toes  and  fingertips  burning,  and  the  air  about  me 
becoming  stagnant  and  unbelievably  hot,  I came  to  conscience  to  see  my  mother  leaning  down  and 
lightly  shaking  my  hand. 

“Oh,  Olena,  you  fell  asleep  instantly!  I could  not  get  you  down  from  the  top  bunk  — you 
are  too  heavy.  You  hit  your  head  against  the  wall,  and  then  fell.  Are  you  all  right?”  she  chattered 
nervously. 

Mother  found  out  that  I had  a fever  when  she  felt  my  forehead,  and  vowed  to  take  me  to  a 
doctor  in  Crimea  as  soon  as  we  got  off  the  train.  It  was  now  dawning,  and  a ruddy  light  pervaded  the 
glass  of  the  window,  momentarily  blinding  me.  I climbed  up  back  into  my  unlucky  bed  as  I thought 
over  my  incredibly  real  dream.  Not  my  head,  but  my  fingers  and  toes  that  still  experienced  a burning 
sensation,  were  what  hurt  me  most.  And  as  I slid  my  hand  over  the  sheet,  a series  of  stains  riveted  my 
gaze.  I examined  the  spots  closely.  They  were  gaping  black  scorched  holes,  as  if  burnt  out  by  a fire. 


-Olena  Savytska,  III 
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On  a small  dirt  road,  which  ultimately  leads  to  the  common  man, 
You  will  find  me. 

I shall  wait  for  you, 

Under  overshadowed  trees  and  rising  birds  above. 

I shall  hear  the  sound  of  rain  on  my  window 
And  know  you  are  near. 

Or  better  yet, 

I shall  feel  the  cool  droplets  on  my  raised  up  arms. 

I may  be  delayed  in  answering  your  call, 

Yet  in  the  end, 

Truth  will  always  find  its  way. 

If,  for  whatever  reason,  you  are  lost  to  me, 

I will  look  up  into  the  stars 

And  paint  your  face  with  my  prayers. 


-Aoife  O’  Flaherty,  V 
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Dusk  was  nigh  though  it  was  only  four 
o’clock,  the  sky  deepening  as  lights  began  to  spark  in 
the  windows.  The  first  hint  of  frost  was  in  the  air.  I 
pulled  the  fine  wool  of  my  coat  closer,  but  the  wind 
continued  to  bite  my  face.  Should  have  brought  a 
scarf,  I thought.  At  this  hour,  the  park  was  quiet  as  a 
church.  Walking  along  the  little  path,  I saw  no  one. 
I walked  a little  further... 

It  was  time  to  turn  back. 

Seeing  the  glow  of  the  entrance  lamps  of 
the  park  rising  above  the  park’s  deserted  garden  as 
I passed  them,  I veered  off  the  main  pavement  onto 
their  hedged  walkways,  lined  with  cultivated  grass, 
seeking  a shortcut.  My  leather  shoes  will  probably  be 
stained  I pondered  absent-mindedly,  the  flats  sliding 
a little  in  the  green,  but  it  didn’t  bother  me:  it  was 
still  a few  days  before  I had  to  fly  to  San  Francisco  for 
another  contract,  so  I could  probably  buy  a new  pair. 
These  were  getting  old  anyway. 

The  garden  wound  on. 

Trying  to  stay  the  chill  that  had  begun  to  seep 
in  the  minute  I had  emerged  from  the  big  glass  doors 
of  my  hotel,  I quickened  the  pace  to  return  as  quickly 
as  possible  to  that  haven  of  warmth.  The  pleasure 
of  my  whimsical,  but  in  retrospect,  foolish  evening 
stroll  in  the  November  wind  dulled  quickly  as  the 
wind  picked  up.  Then,  I realized  I had  lost  all  sense 
of  direction  in  the  winding  garden  paths.  Searching 
before  me  for  the  lamplight,  I was  dismayed  to  find 
that  it  had  disappeared  into  the  tops  of  trees.  Nothing 
to  do,  except  continue  walking. 

Passing  a darkened  alcove,  I almost  tripped. 
Looking  down,  I was  surprised  to  see  a girl  in  an 
old  sweater  of  indistinguishable  color,  which  was 
coming  apart  at  the  hem  and  sleeves,  glaring  at  me. 
The  frown  on  her  gaunt,  dirt-streaked  face  could 
have  frozen  stone.  After  my  instinctive  apology,  she 


sat  up  but  didn’t  stand.  She  just  looked  and  finally 
said, 

“You’re  another  of  those  fancy  toffs,  huh?” 

“What?” 

“You’re  a rich  guy.  Well  off  at  least,  with  that 
fancy  cravat  around  your  neck.  Just  like  all  the  other 
nice  people  who  stumble  around  here  and  trip  over 
me.  Well,  actually  since  most  of  them  have  the  sense 
to  go  home  before  dark,  they  just  keep  their  distance. 
Period.” 

Utterly  bewildered,  I gaped.  This  girl  was 
outrageous. ..and  also  obviously  a long  resident  of 
the  park,  judging  from  her  grimy  dress,  shoeless  state 
and  the  smell  of  old  leaves  emanating  from  her.  But 
then  again,  did  she  just  say.. .cravat? 

“Uhhh...Miss,  so  sorry  I tripped  over  you. 
Didn’t  you  see...ummm,  are  you  sleeping  here  or 
something?  If  you  need  help,  I mean...”  I stumbled 
lamely.  When  she  just  continued  staring  me  down,  I 
thought  maybe  she  would  appreciate  it  and  got  out 
my  wallet  with  the  notion  of  doing  some  good  deed 
or  other  despite  her  initial  rudeness. 

“You  mean,  am  I homeless?” 

I opened  my  wallet,  and  got  out  a five-dollar 

bill. 

“I  guess.  Uhhh...  you  are  right?”  I said, 
thrusting  the  money  in  her  general  direction, 
expecting  gratitude.  Boy,  was  1 wrong.  She  did  a real 
one  eighty. 

“I  don’t  need  your  charity,  toffl”  the  girl 
exclaimed  angrily,  leaping  to  her  feet,  abandoning 
her  passive  pose  on  the  ground.  Her  gaze  had  turned 
on  a dime  from  mocking  to  resentful. 

“1  have  a home!  It  just  happens  to  be 
everywhere!” 

Taken  back  once  again,  my  first  reaction  was 
to  be  offended  by  her  vehemence.  What’s  with  the 
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denial?  As  tor  the  gratitude,  I had  always  expected 
homeless  people  to  be  grateful  for  whatever  comes 
along  their  way.  Her  last  statement,  however, 
dissipated  some  of  my  tension.  1 almost  laughed: 
a home,  everywhere?  And  the  cheeky  wench  wasn’t 
done  yet: 

"And  you  know  what,  Mister  Do-Good?” 
she  continued,  “You  don’t  have  a home  either.” 

A statement.  1 his  time  I did  laugh. 

“Girl,  1 have  a home.” 

“Where?  she  asked,  almost  taunted. 

Wondering  at  her  incredulity,  I reached  ior  a 
read}’  response,  my  mouth  opening  even  as  my  mind 
came  up... empty.  Impossible!  For  long  moments 
my  mouth  remained  agape  as  I frantically  cycled 
through  all  the  real  estate  I owned  lor  that  one  place 
called  home.  Fhat  cape  in  New  Hampshire,  or  the 
Ranch  in  Georgia?  My  town  house  in  California? 
The  apartment  in  New  York  City?  Her  eyes  glittered 
like  a cat’s  as  last  red  rays  oi  the  sun  clung  stubbornly 
to  a bruised  sky. 

Finally  I could  only  retort  flippantly,  "'I  have 
too  many.  Homes,  that  is.” 

“You  have  no  home.  She  said  archly. 

“I’m  a businessman,  it’s  not  practical  to  have 
one.  I just  haven’t  settled  yet!”  I argued,  goaded  by 
her  smug  expression. 

“That’s  no  excuse.  You  have  real  estate.  Lots, 
huh?  So  many  you  probably  can’t  tell  one  from  the 
other  and  care  even  less.  You  don’t  have  a home. 
What’s  with  the  denial?” 

Outraged  by  my  own  previous  criticism  oi 
her,  even  if  it  was  only  in  my  mind,  reverted  on  me, 
I tried  to  find  something  to  say,  though  finally  I was 
forced  to  concede, 

“No,  I don  t have  a home. 

Then,  with  some  wonder,  “How  did  you 
know,  anyhow? 

She  looked  at  me  and  laughed. 

“Belonging  everywhere  and  having  nothing 
doesnt  mean  you  are  stupid.  In  fact,  it  makes  a 
person  more  observant.  I see  types  like  you  every  day. 
All  over  the  city.  In  this  very  park.  You  businessmen 
and  professionals  with  your  suitcases,  fine  clothes 
and  shiny  shoes.  You  ruin  them  and  don’t  even  care. 


You  can  afford  to.  You  all  walk  like  you’re  gods,  and 
think  your  business  is  so  much  more  important  than 
that  of  people  like  me.  Than  people  like  me.  If  it 
suits  you,  you  stop.  Or  you  don’t.  When  you  do,  you 
think  we  should  all  be  grateful  for  your  concern.” 

Her  voice  dripped  with  sarcasm,  but  also 
truth,  and  she  knew  it.  Chagri  ned  I could  only  wait; 
my  hand  with  the  bills  had  long  dropped  awkwardly 
to  my  side.  She  paced. 

“You  think  you  are  so  much  better  just 
because  you  have  some  green  paper  in  your  pocket. 
Not  that  that’s  a bad  thing,  but  it  is  not  everything. 
Most  of  you  have  so  many  houses,  you  can’t  even 
figure  out  where  you  home  is,  or  even  what  city  it’s 
in,  And  you  call  us  homeless. 

“1  know  where  my  home  is:  this  city.  I know 
where  my  home  is:  this  park.  This  bench.  I live 
here. 

Where  do  you  live?  A hotel?  I can  see  all 
this.  Can  you?  You  are  not  better  than  I am.  We  are 
the  same.  You  have  no  home,  and  1 have  no  home 
either,  but  which  kind  of  home  is  more  important 
anyhow?” 

She  cut  off  abruptly.  Seeing  as  how  I had 
no  response,  the  girl  huffed  a breath  and  sat  on 
the  ground  again.  In  shadow,  her  face  twisted  with 
some  kind  of  emotion.  Her  passion  subsided  and  she 
waved  me  of,  proceeding  to  lie  down  again  facing 
away  from  me,  finishing  sulkily,  almost  tiredly  with 
a muffled  voice,  as  if  from  a distance. 

“Go  away,  rich  man.  Rich,  homeless  man.  I 
don’t  envy  you.  I don't  need  your  money.  I don’t  need 
your  charity  or  your  pity,  but  you  are  disturbing  my 
sleep.” 

Then  she  seemed  to  forget  about  me 
altogether,  meanwhile,  I remained  in  a stunned 
silence.  I couldn’t  believe  I was  just  lectured,  and 
rightly  so,  by  a homeless  bum  in  the  park  wielding 
philosophy,  though  I finally  recovered  enough  to 
voice  one  of  my  many  questions. 

“Where  did  you  learn  the  word  "cravat’?” 

“Ha,”  she  snorted,  “that  was  bothering  you 
wasn't  it.  I could  tell.” 

She  sighed. 

“Like  I said,  just  because  I don’t  have  a home  doesn't 


mean  I never  had  one  or  that  I am  stupid,  OK?  I did 
have  an  education  you  know,  when  I was  younger, 
though  the  French  did  me  nil.” 

Rapt  with  attention  I asked,  “How  did  you 
come  to  be  here?' 

“Sleeping  in  a park,  you  mean? 
Circumstance.” 

“And  if  you’re  not  careful,  it’ll  get  you  too,” 
she  added  after  a bit. 

By  this  time  the  sun  had  almost  set,  and  it 
was  so  dark  I could  hardly  distinguish  her  in  the 
grass,  seemingly  oblivious  to  the  world.  When  I 
finally  turned  to  go,  however,  the  voice  rose  again 
behind  me.  This  time  quietly. 

“Thanks  for  listening.” 

I stopped. 

“Where’s  the  exit?” 

“Right,  Left,  Left,  and  Straight  Forward.” 
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“Thank  you,”  1 replied,  walking  away. 

My  mind  could  never  walk  away  from  her  words. 

“Go  away,  rich  man.  Rich,  homeless  man.  I 
don’t  envy  you.” 


-Mary  Hong,  II 
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So  there  I was,  sitting  outside  of  the  test  site  on  a marble  bench  that  felt  like  a glacier  slowly  freezing  my 
behind  and  sending  chilly  tingles  up  my  spine.  It  wasn't  that  cold  though.  Forty  degrees  Fahrenheit  isn't  quite 
freezing  yet.  But  I had  my  wool  coat,  two  sweaters  and  a shirt  on.  Hey,  I didn't  want  the  Hu,  okay?  7:33,  I was 
listening  to  my  music  while  looking  at  the  trees  and  the  sky  in  an  attempt-that  would  prove  to  be  futile  later-to 
keep  my  cool  before  the  test.  It  seemed  quite  nice,  the  setting  that  is.  The  marble  benches,  a pathway  going  across 
the  garden,  and  some  stylish  street  light  thingies  along  the  pathway.  I would  have  loved  to  have  that  same  setting 
in  my  backyard...  and  maybe  add  some  statues  of  Roman  gods  and  goddesses  that  act  as  columns  for  my  house 
(also  serving  as  fountains  spitting  out  water  of  course),  and  a platinum  shelf  holding  gold  silk  sheets  for  guests  to 
lie  on  when  they  come  over...  and,  oh  wait,  how  about  I get  rid  of  some  of  that  grass  and  add  two  jacuzzis?  That’s 
it,  my  Heaven  on  Earth... 

What  in  the  world  was  1 thinking,  you  might  ask?  Well  I know  I was  supposed  to  be  focused  for  taking 
the  test,  but  distracting  things  were  ubiquitous.  I looked  upward  to  the  sky  for  guidance  to  my  concentration  but 
I saw  the  Eye  of  Sauron  instead.  I’m  not  kidding  either.  The  clouds  covered  most  of  the  sky  and,  west-northwest 
of  me,  created  a sort  of  large  circular  shape  with  a long  oval-shaped  pupil  that  gazed  down  on  me.  I couldn’t  take 
my  eyes  off  of  it  as  it  drew  me  in  for  a while.  I quickly  glanced  down  at  my  watch  and  saw  that  it  was  7:49.  My 
watch  has  the  amazing  ability  to  show  the  date  and  day  of  the  week.  Coincidentally,  “SAT"  was  at  the  top  of  its 
display,  constantly  reminding  me  to  stay  focused.  I lifted  my  behind  off  the  glacier  and  walked  into  the  door 
nearby-  Riding  up  the  elevator  to  the  fourth  floor,  I kept  thinking  that  the  eye  was  onto  me.  Clearly,  it  seemed, 
the  goddess  of  Focus  was  on  my  side. 

Room  433.  I opened  the  door  and  about  a dozen  sitting  statues  stared  at  me  as  if  I were  a mass-murderer. 
Well  that’s  a nice  way  to  treat  a fellow  test  taker.  I unanimously  chose  a seat  near  the  front  of  the  room  to  avoid 
looking  at  all  the  kids  in  the  back.  But  I also  wanted  to  stay  away  from  the  radiator.  I’ve  heard  tales  about  kids 
who  fall  asleep  and  don’t  finish  the  test  because  they  sit  next  to  a radiator.  Next  to  the  radiator  and  in  the  back 
corner  of  this  room,  however,  there  was  one  of  those  rare  bujunga  (my  imaginary  word  meaning  "I  love  it  because 
it’s  unnecessarily  large”)  desks!  Not  only  that,  there  was  one  of  those  comfy  cushion  chairs  with  the  wheels  on 
it  too!  Oh  if  only  I had  come  into  the  room  earlier...  (cries).  The  other  desks  were  the  college-standard,  ultra- 
small, foldable  desks  that  only  have  space  for  one  piece  of  paper  and  one  elbow-  not  even  for  both  elbows!  Surely 
smaller  than  the  desks  at  BLS.  But  oh  well,  at  least  the  Eye  of  Sauron  couldn’t  see  me  through  the  window.  For 
it  was  on  the  other  side  of  the  building. 

Sitting  down,  I hung  my  coat  on  my  chair  but  then  decided  that  it  would  heat  my  back  up  too  much, 
so  I placed  it  on  the  chair  in  front  of  me.  As  more  people  came  in,  I was  afraid  that  my  coat’s  seat  would  end  up 
being  taken  so  I gave  people  evil  looks  as  they  walked  in.  And  it  just  so  happened  that  there  were  enough  seats 
for  everyone  and  my  coat.  I prepared  for  battle  by  taking  out  my  registration  paper-the  letter  from  my  queen, 
two  mechanical  pencils-my  twin  swords,  my  ID-the  insignia,  and  my  calculator-(umm,  for  calculating  angle  at 
which  to  fire  the  catapults?).  So  I was  physically  set.  Only  had  to  wait  for  the  proctor. 


Eventually  I opted  to  take  a glance  at  the  other  valiant  knights  ready  to  take  part  in  the  mentally/ 
psychologically  violent  warfare  ahead.  The  girl  next  to  me  had  four  regular  pencils.  Can  you  believe  it?  Four 
pencils!  Can  you  actually  break  four  pencils  in  three  hours  of  falling  in  bubbles?  A mechanical  pencil  has  a better 
chance  of  having  lead  jammed  in  the  pencil  if  I drop  it  too  much.  Talk  about  paranoia.  Even  1 had  only  two 
pencils.  I won’t  even  go  into  detail  about  the  girl  next  to  her  who  had  three  calculators.  The  last  time  I took  the 
SAT,  I forgot  my  calculator.  I did  find  it  somewhat  easier  ironically  because  I didn’t  waste  time  using  a calculator. 
But  mathematics  is  my  forte  anyway.  Back  to  the  pencils.  One  of  my  pencils  wrote  with  0.9  mm  lead  and  I used 
it  solely  for  the  SAT.  I usually  save  two-sevenths  of  a second  for  each  bubble  I fill  in  by  using  0.9  instead  of  the 
standard  0.5.  The  bigger  the  piece  oflead,  the  better.  Too  bad  black  no. 2 chalk  hasn’t  been  invented  yet. 

8:08,  the  proctor  still  wasn't  in.  Some  people  were  getting  restless.  Some  looked  depressed  and  down  at 
their  desks  as  if  they  each  just  lost  a family  member.  My  focus  seemed  to  going  down  the  drain.  The  clock  on  the 
wall  froze  at  8:34  and  5 1 seconds,  ft  reminded  me  of  Charles  Dickens’  Great  Expectations:  how  Estella’s  guardian 
who  kept  a whole  bunch  of  clocks  stopped  at  the  exact  time  her  husband  avoided  a wedding  and  left  her  forever. 
What  if  the  wife  I had  left  me?  Should  I even  get  married?  Wait,  what  am  I doing?  Why  think  about  this  now? 
Concentrate,  Jim,  concentrate!  Once  again  I looked  upward  for  guidance  to  my  concentration.  No  sky  this  time, 
only  a metal-grid  ceiling  with  the  frail  wooden  squares.  As  I examined  each  square,  I noticed  four  of  them  were 
out  of  place.  Thus,  there  were  openings  in  the  ceiling.  Some  creature  could  fall  on  me  during  the  test,  I thought. 
A mouse,  or  even  worse,  one  of  those  huge  bugs  from  that  movie  The  Mummy.  Back  when  I was  a little  sixie  and 
just  moved  into  my  new  home,  my  basement  had  a few  rodents.  A mouse  even  jumped  down  from  a gap  in  the 
ceiling  once.  I took  drastic  action;  my  dad  removed  the  ceiling  and  I set  about  thirty  huge  glue  traps  all  over  the 
floor,  the  washer  machine,  the  refrigerator,  the  tables,  and  even  by  my  puppy’s  bed.  fie  almost  got  caught  in  one. 
Nonetheless,  I eradicated  that  extended  family  of  mice. 

At  this  point,  my  mind  had  already  drifted  off  in  various  directions.  I wondered  whether  I was  still  able 
to  take  the  test.  The  proctor  stepped  in  at  8:15  and  shattered  the  silence  with  her  “good  morning.’’  Once  our 
presences  were  acknowledged  and  the  proctor’s  jargon  ceased,  the  fighting  began.  The  first  section  for  me  was 
verbal.  I was  slowly  losing  ground  as  those  pesky  sentence  completions  knew  I was  weak  against  them.  I stabbed 
and  slashed  on  through  and  through  but  my  hunger  made  me  listless.  A blueberry  bagel  with  strawberry  cream 
cheese  was  not  enough.  Near  the  finish  of  section  two,  my  stomach  gave  out  a battle  cry  like  a muffled  low-pitch 
cry  of  a baby.  The  other  knights  looked  at  me  and  1 snickered  softly.  What  a big  mistake  that  was.  Time,  time, 
oh  precious  time!  Several  seconds  lost!  Focus  diminishing!  Four  critical  reading  questions  attacked  and  escaped 
me  in  the  end!  I had  to  give  myself  a chance  to  calm  down  and  focus.  Thankfully,  the  goddess  of  Fortune  was 
on  my  side  and  the  proctor  gave  us  all  a five  minute  break.  Water,  just  water...  and  perhaps  bandages.  But  where 
was  the  restroom?  The  women’s  was  next  to  the  battlefield  but  the  men’s  was  nowhere  to  be  found.  Then  I saw 
another  intersecting  corridor  which  seemed  it  would  take  an  eternal  walk.  I found  the  restroom  hidden  in  the 
corner  at  the  end  of  that  corridor,  covered  my  wounds  and  marched  back  to  the  battlefield.  Fhe  next  ninety 
minutes  were  gruesome.  Quite  a few  questions  from  the  last  sections  got  me.  But  1 was  able  to  keep  myself  from 
going  schizophrenic  and  that  was  it. 

12:21,  looking  out  the  window,  I had  already  anticipated  that  the  clouds  would  disperse,  the  Eye  would 
disappear,  and  the  sun  would  shine  for  my  triumph  to  the  epic  struggle.  There  were  moments  when  I felt  like 
I was  filling  in  the  bubbles  for  fun  and  noticing  the  pretty  patterns  they  made  on  my  answer  sheet.  There  were 
moments  when  I gave  it  my  all.  The  war  was  over...  or  at  least  until  I take  my  SAT T Is. 

*SAT  is  a registered  trademark  of  the  College  Entrance  Examination  Board,  which  neither  sponsors  nor  endorses  this  crazy  and 
somewhat  true  narrative  about  taking  the  SAT. 


-Jimmy  Nguyen,  I 


A Proper 


Au  Revoir 


It  was  the  morning  after.  The  morning  after  I decided  that  I was  in  love  with  the  world.  I am  sitting 
at  the  kitchen  table,  munching  on  the  gateau  you  gave  me,  wondering  il  you  had  been  hungry.  The  thought 
crossed  my  mind  last  night,  but  I figured  that  since  I was  looking  less  than  healthy,  you  probably  had  no 
interest  in  getting  your  cherry-filled,  chocolate  criss-crossed  gift  back. 

At  the  suggestion  of  the  instructor,  I had  quietly  gathered  my  belongings  and  with  relief  descended 
from  my  French  class.  I had  been  sitting  on  a stiff  blue  couch  on  the  first  floor  of  the  Alliance  Frangaise  for 
an  hour,  using  up  trees  of  tissues  (much  to  my  chagrin),  and  reading  deliriously.  This  was  not  a place  to  be 
sick.  You  came  downstairs,  looked  at  the  air  conditioner,  looked  at  me,  and  ran  to  get  my  sweater,  which  I’d 
forgotten.  It  was  past  eight  o’clock,  the  library  was  closed,  and  I was  still  there.  But  no  one  objected.  When 
my  ride  called  from  a couple  of  blocks  away,  you  came  out  on  the  steps  with  me  and  insisted  upon  waiting,  in 
the  meantime  telling  me  sternly  that  I should  have  fun  with  the  rest  of  my  summer.  I told  you  to  go  home  and 
sleep,  because  you’d  been  yawning  all  day. 

I didn’t  hug  you,  because  my  hands  were  full  with  the  complimentary  paper  I had  received  as  I exited 
the  T station  with  the  morning  masses,  my  near  empty  lunch  bag  (food  is  not  meant  to  be  conveniently  bagged 
and  transported),  and  a book  of  fiction  with  which  to  escape  monotony.  I remember  thinking  earlier  that  I 
would  never  submit  to  the  9 to  5,  the  necessary  precision,  the  repetition  of  days.  I have  the  option  of  blaming 
the  symbols  that  had  inhibited  our  embrace.  The  ending  was  abrupt,  messy.  I didn’t  have  the  energy  to  say  a 
proper  au  revoir , if  such  a thing  exists.  But  thinking  of  last  night  makes  me  think  of  the  deliciousness  of  this 
cherry  gateau.  Both  are  gifts  from  you,  and  both  are  sweet,  and  both  are  a bit  bitter  as  well. 

I must  admit  that  I was  a horrible  volunteer  librarian.  I consistently  shelved  books  in  absolutely  wrong 
locations,  either  walked  into  or  tripped  over  all  possible  obstacles,  unintentionally  managed  to  insult  countless 
innocent  visitors,  and  had  the  tendency  to  fall  asleep  when  not  far  away  in  my  beloved  books  (English,  of 
course).  I was  largely  unhelpful,  but  also,  in  my  broken  French,  willingly  offered  my  services,  wore  black  heels 
every  single  day,  even  though  they  hurt,  and  urged  you  to  get  a dog,  because  you  seemed  rather  lonely.  You 
said  that  your  apartment  was  too  small,  and  you  were  too  busy,  so  I bought  you  a little  cactus,  which  I named 
Arizona,  or  Ari  for  short. 

We  exchanged  smiles  on  the  front  steps  of  the  now  more  appealing  institution,  and  only  after  I had 
fallen  into  the  front  passenger  seat  of  my  mother’s  Jeep  did  you  disappear  into  the  night.  You  yourself  would 
leave  for  France  in  a week.  If  I hadn’t  deemed  it  slightly  rude  to  bring  up  unfavorable  opinions,  I would  have 
told  you  this:  I firmly  believe  that  anyone  who  dares  to  suggest  snobbishness  on  the  part  of  your  country’s 
citizens  has  never  met  you. 

Before  we  had  turned  the  corner,  I had  begun  to  recount  my  ordeal:  the  sudden  cold  that  came  like 
a freak  storm,  your  overwhelming  kindness,  and  the  uncannily  corresponding  descents  of  my  conditions  and 
French-speaking  capabilities.  I was  crying  for  me,  but  this  time,  I was  also  crying  for  you,  my  family,  French 
people  the  world  over,  and  everyone  who  has  ever  lived,  who  has  ever  died.  I behaved  like  a goddamn  hippie, 
minus  the  psychedelic  drugs,  and  the  other  distasteful  activities.  But  I really  don’t  think  that  God  would  ever 
have  the  heart  to  damn  the  hippies,  or  me.  Because  who  can  be  blamed  for  tears  shed  at  the  sheer  wonders  of 
existence?  And  who  doesn’t  appreciate  a deliciously  complicated  bite  of  cherry  gateau  once  in  a while,  criss- 
crossed with  chocolate? 


-Julia  Arnous,  III 
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